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brittle stalk had been crushed, but whose rose-tinged petals
emerged quite intact. In the process of fidgeting about to
make his position comfortable Mr. Quirm had got the bottom
of his coat rumpled up above the seat of his trousers, and these
little rose-tinged petals peeped out from beneath his rump in
a manner that was distressing to No-man.
Dud did not go so far as to entreat his parent to move, though
the phrase: "Excuse me, sir, but you're sitting on a daisy,"
hovered on the tip of his tongue, but the presence of the daisy
in that position did something to increase his nervous revolt.
He had a sensation as if he could actually feel the man's huge,
dusky, smouldering soul heaving and labouring there, in the
centre of that hot mass of ill-smelling, sedentary flesh and blood,
and in the intensity of his reaction against the seed that begat
him he now thought to himself: "I'll get up and make him
come on before his got it out; and every time he tries to tell me
about it, every time he mentions this damned word *Uryen*
I'll change the conversation."
But Dud's "mother's man" must have had a telepathic ink-
ling of this impious plan, for he suddenly swung round on the
pivot of his rump in such a way as to release the stalk of the daisy,
and incidentally, too, to release a little Glymes moth from the
folds of his coat, which seemed, on its emerging—for it settled
fumblingly on a tiny grass-spear and began groping at the air
—to find its role as a denizen of Mai-Dun totally beyond its
strength.
But the face with which he now swung round and confronted
his unsympathetic progeny was no little shock to our friend's
egotistical soul. The man had certainly—of that there was no
doubt—a tremendous face; and as he turned it on his son now
in that bright sunshine there were lines about the eyelids,
lines about the mouth, wrinkles above the eyebrows, a certain
upward twist of the eyebrows combined with a sombre open-
ing of the great Laokoon mouth, that really startled our
friend.
The eyelids alone seemed so heavy with a dark weight that
Dud's loathing lessened appreciably, not so much turning into
tenderness as into a sort of outraged pity. It was as if he were
lifting a scab from an unhealed wound, and the foul blood and
yellow pus filled him simultaneously with sympathy and dis-
gust.

